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out on the bed, their nervous vexation against each other was
mounting.
"I thought I'd find you here" Mrs. Dearth murmured
presently; "but I saw where you were. He was on the look-out
and made you go in. He spies on me all the time. He can't
rest till he's got round everyone, and has everyone on his
side. He's done it with D. No-man. D. No-Man and he are
thick as thieves now, whereas they used, if anything, to dis-
like each other. Anything to keep women down is their motto.
"It's funny how little anyone knows! I thought you were the
last person in the world to join with him against me—but
there it is! I was a fool to think what I did! It's natural enough
—when a man pities himself so, and is so sure he's in the right
—that he should try to wheedle a person's best friend away
from them—but I did think—though of course I knew what
D. No-man was—that you were different. I've just been a fool
—that's what I've been."
As Jenny spoke, she mechanically held up in both her hands,
against the light, the small vest she'd bought that morning;
and Wizzie, even while she retorted, pinched it carefully with
her fingers, thinking to herself: "It's not all wool. It's wool and
cotton. I'm sure Grummer Urgan's put all wool against her
skin."
"What put me wrong," Mrs. Dearth went on, "was not
realizing all it meant, your being so sweet and submissive to
D. No-man. Just because he takes his side, you must go and
take his side! It's just as if you and D. No-man were mar-
ried; that's what I've got to learn to say to myself now. "She's
acting,' I must say to myself, 'as my Tom wanted me to act/
only I never would. I had too much spirit! She's acting like a
good, patient, gentle, little wife!"
The two women were now examining the outdoor jacket
and woollen cap that Jenny had purchased, and Wizzie, as she
approached her offspring, to satisfy herself that both these
things were, as she felt sure they were, a good deal too small,
was worried to see the child's silent tears.
"She's hungry, the poor little mite," she thought. "I made
sure Jenny would cook us a nice lunch. Instead of that	"
"Yes, it must be a funny feeling," Jenny continued, "to
feel as afraid of a man and as slavish to a man as you've grown
lately. But that's what a woman with any independence has to

